THE  FIRST   LYCEUM  SEASON
" Before this strange disease of modern life,
With its sick hurry, its divided aims.
Its heads o'ertaxed, its palsied hearts, was rife."
The sumptuous colour of Verona in the Middle Ages and not the Raquin's mean apartment in the Passage du Pont Neuf, the picturesque beauty of London when Henry VIII. was king and not the Helmer's flat in modern Christiania, were the places which appealed to her imagination. She has told us that she would riot care to play Ibsen, and has gone so far as to dismiss as " silly ladies" those wonderful female types which, in the eyes of not a few of us, entitle their creator to the first place amongst the dramatists of the century. Miss Terry has even ventured the opinion that the women of the Ibsen drama are astonishingly easy to play, that they are, so to speak, all drawn in "straight lines.7' This is undoubtedly a curious and interesting conclusion at which to arrive, and, coming from so great an actress as Ellen Terry, it is entitled to consideration, even though we find our-